LONDON AGAIN

[v]

Soon after his return he had written in a jocular way to Georgie Duff
Gordon: cHas the cold air of the North covered your good nature with a
moral goose-skin and shrivelled up the Phidian proportion of your benevo-
lence? Such may be the case for the winter advances "no end", and who can
be just or generous when pulled by the nose, clawed down the back by the
hoary old Hiems. Already he is meddling with my toes and I feel perfectly
illiberal half-way up my legs... I feel the impossibility of doing anything in
this rigorous climate, and here I am kept like a caged eagle, or if you think
that too magnificent, like a cock-sparrow with a yard of thread tied to his
leg, always thinking I can take flight and always being twitched back/

'You will scarcely have escaped, I am afraid/ he wrote later more un-
happily, 'the gloomy influence of the present depressing state of things, it
is a sort of reign of sorrow and distress in general and the alarm is universal.
... Alas for the days of Phidias and Raphael! I have not heard a stave of
music since you went away. I begin to lose all perception and idea of har-
mony/ And a week later, CI am not doing anything "beautiful" nor in-
deed anything at all but indulging my natural indolence and growing
melancholy under the depressing influence of the climate/

Georgie Duff Gordon tried to help him, but she was not very successful
except in so far as she was a friend in whom he could confide. In her eyes
the trouble lay in his highly romantic outlook. Answering a letter of hers
he wrote: CI thank you for your Homily. You come out with great effect in
the preaching line. No doubt you are quite right in accusing me of a mor-
bid state of feeling but wrong in imputing it to the effect of living in an
atmosphere of enchantment. I wish I could find one, but the world has
been my study and I have discovered that the prizes it offers for competition
are not worth contending for. However as you truly observe this is a foolish
song to sing, and one that will not meet with sympathy/

It was a hard and cold letter. He felt like being unkind. In a postscript
he added: 'If you will promise to look out for, and if possible find me a
wife, I will promise while I am abroad to work hard, upon my honour I
am serious, I must have something to look forward to. You talk of Fame!
I am no longer to be taken in by such a pretence, but an agreeable com-
panion in Italy would be an object worth working for.

I take a commercial and common-sense view of the subject and there-
fore should not risk being deceived or disappointed and if I myself felt no
violent love at least I am incapable of betraying a trust. You are probably
somewhat surprised at such apparently new ideas in me, but they are not
new, I have long thrown my romance to the wind/
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